THE  ENGLISH RENAISSANCE

Medieval Church, and prevented that drying up of the old
pagan joy in colour and drama which Puritanism was to
achieve in the next century. When Elizabeth's great favour-
ite., Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester, entertained her at his
Castle of Kenilworth in July 1575, the pageantry lasted for
three weeks. She was greeted at the Castle gate with a speech
Inverse spoken by a porter dressed as Hercules. As she crossed
the bridge over the pool in front of the Castle, the Lady of the
Lake with attendant nymphs floated to her on an island
illuminated by torches. In the base court gods and goddesses
presented her with birds, fruit, fish and wine. When she
entered the castle all the clocks were stopped to show that
time stood still while the Queen was at Kenilworth. As she
came into the chamber, guns and fireworks wrere discharged
whose noise and flame was heard and seen for twenty miles
round. The next day was Sunday, and after church lords
and ladies danced before the queen with "lively agility and
commendable grace". On Monday there was hunting, and
the Queen's steed was stopped by a ccsalvage man" girt with
oak leaves representing the god Sylvanus, who began an im-
mense oration in verse which he continued to recite as he ran
by the Queen's horse, declaring that, if his rude speech did not
offend hei*, he would continue to run and speak it for twenty
miles!  Sylvanus was  none other than the  poet  George
Gascoigne, who wrote most of the verses for the pageantry
and subsequently published an account of ccThe Princely
Pleasures of Kenilworth". In 1591, when the Earl of Hertford
was the Queen's host at Elvetham, a special lake was con-
structed with three islands and Elizabeth was diverted by
Nereus, five Tritons, Neptune and other marine deities. In
the morning when the Queen awoke, she was greeted at her
chamber window by three musicians in old English country
attire, who sang her the lovely song which Nicholas Breton
had written for the occasion:

In the l^erry month of May
In a merit by break of day,
Forth I walked by a wood side
Whereas May was in his pride.
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